power and anything available in the ordinary channels came first to me,
I picked up some fine things in this way. But aristocratic Japanese people
lose face if they sell their belongings, even such taboo things as the prints,
But evidently Shugio had found a way. Well, it had begun. The twenty
thousand was soon gone and already I had priceless things. Anything
unique or superior went to the Spauldings. I kept the prints together in
Shugio's own go-down and mounted and grouped them as I got hold of
them. I would cable for money from time to time during the five-month
campaign. The money always came, no questions asked. And nothing
from me except excited demands for more money until I had spent about
one hundred and twenty-five thousand Spaulding dollars for about a
million dollars' worth of prints.
Many were unique on the record.
A superb collection almost beyond price—most of it is now in the
Boston Museum of Fine Arts, a gift from the Spauldings.
Finally a cable: 'When are you coming home?' I cabled back: 'Taking
next boat/ boxed the prints, and caught the next boat but one. I was to
bring the prints to the Spaulding country home at Pride's Crossing. By
this time both the Spauldings, William and John, and Mrs. Spaulding
were proficient judges, but they had Gookin (as consultant connoisseur)
present. For three days we laid out prints and prints and more prints and
some more prints until neither the Spauldings nor Gookin (he was now
leading expert in America) could believe their eyes, Even to me it seemed
like some fantastic dream. Sated with riches in the most exquisite graphic
art on earth, after three days at a marvellous feast we sat back and rested.
Gratified was hardly the word. William Spaulding especially delighted,
said, 'Mr. Wright, this goes far beyond any expectations we had. You
can't have much of your own after turning this over to us?'
'I have enough,' I said. 'I have done pretty well by myself, I assure you.'
'No, I don't believe it.'
He walked over to his desk and wrote a cheque for twenty-five thousand
dollars and handed it to me, I genuinely hesitated to accept it but of course
I did. And he came downstairs with an exquisite slightly toned copy of
Utamaro's Ryogoku Fireworks—black sky—and said, 'My brother and I
want you to keep this treasure and never part with it. You have brought
us a better copy—probably the finest in the world—but this is the next
best, we believe. We bought it from Baron Sumitomo/
After lunch we went out for a drive in the Spaulding Steams-Knight—
top down, I was sitting on the rear seat between John and William, Not
going very fast, enjoying the relaxation, we were passing the school
grounds, boys playing ball, when I heard the crack of a bat on the ball: a
square hit. I glanced up just in time to see the ball sailing over us* In-
stinctively I reached up for the ball, caught it and threw it back into the
game*
'Well!' said William Spaulding in astonishment. 'So that is it! Wall,
Mr. Wright, I know now how you, got those prints! It's all clear at lust!'
456

